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o Harp of Life

sre's Nan?”
¢t was the usual ery at the Cov-
s 1f the eldest daughter dlsap-
for more than five minutes.
car needed her to write for him;
eot-faced mother missed her
affectionate care; and one or an-
of the five boys and 'girls were
to want the help which only Nan

d give.

was sweet to feel herself the prop
Bihe household, to know that, she

necessary to them all, from the

5, tender father down to wee Flo,

pet of the family; yet, brave 1ift-

burdens as she was, Nan some-
felt the strain of it all, and

' also, that it would be good at

to be a “leaner” if—ah! if—

Where's Nan?” again demanded
1. His kite wanted mending and he

eager to be off, for the wind was
fions and the boys were waiting
him. .
"She haé- gode for a run down to
ntie's,” sald Mrs, Coverdale, from
 couch where so much of her life

spent. ;

»d grumblingly departed. It was
query it he would find another will-
g helper. Then the vicar looked un
om his book to say, “My dear, I am
ad Nan I8 out of the way for once,

I'm afraid between us we demand
o much of her.” The mother sighed
ghe agreed with him, for her own
plesanese troubled her greatly.
He heard the sigh, and love inter-
sted its meaning for him, for thejrs

Jove-linked hearts. In the talk
fch followed the mothier heart was

forted, fBr she was made to feel
w great a place she held in the lives
‘all the family, and, most of all,
yw precious she was to this, her hus-
Meanwhile, could they have seen An-
,, how A they would have

%

wiftly walking along the country
A, ignoring 1ts loneliness, and heed-
of the gathering gloom, she Was
ing o lonely heart battle.
fan felt herself a woman, Her place
the householod had developed wom-
{ness in her, but not until lately
4 the chord of love been touched
harp of her life; only lately
realized how gradually (and
ciously to herself) she had
to revel In the presence of

Gray.
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‘ was her father's curate, for the |

h was a large one. - She liked to
m:l' + favorite

L
L
w

By
l« LOVEGROVE.

*

sister. Above all rose the dread of
self-betrayal! If she remained at home
that might come at any moment,

“l must go away,” she sald it half
aloud in her earnestness. “l can see
80 well what 18 coming, and I cannot
stay to see it through."

And then the thought of her moth-
er, and of how unfitted she was to meet
the cares of the household, swept, like
an overwhelming wave over her
troubled heart.

“Oh, I can’t go, and yet I must! I
must! I never have left them; they
must manage without me,” she
thought, and still the battle raged.

Finding physical energy at last giv-
ing ont, she retraced her steps, and
wearled in body amd mind found her
way to her aunt’s, where all this time
ghe had been supposed to be. She
seemed too tired and spent to make
up her mind to anything, but as she
stepped into the cosy room a sense of
rest stole into her weary heart.

This was the “home,” using that
gweet word in its truest sense, of her
father's maiden gsister Aunt Doro-
théa gave one look at the girl’'s white
weary face, then her arms went out,
and in a moment later, lilke an over-
gpent child in the arms of its mother,
Nan rested there until soothed and
comforted by deep, unspoken sympathy,
she sank on to a footstool at her aunt's
feet, feeling that the tension was re-
lieved, and her burden already light-
ened. '

And there, in the firelight, she un-
burdened her heart, and told that
which but an hour before she had inly
resolved should never meet the ear of
any human soul. Such is the potency
of sympathy. The words of that con-
versation need not be recorded: Words
are fmportant, but in those rare heart-
to-heart talks of which life gives so
few, that which matters most is the
love-lit eye, the tender tone, and the
saered unvelling of the recesses of hu-
man hearts. Af such times !'spirit
with spirit can meet,"” and only then do
we realize how clogely two human
souls can touch, and how deep and
far-reaching is the influence of one
personality on another.

Dorothea Coverdale was a living ex-
position of Lowell's beautiful words:

Be noble;
And the nobleness which lies in others
sleeping, but never dead,
‘Will rise in majesty to meet thine own.

Quietly thereé, in that cosy room,
which somehow seéemed the natural
environment of the pure soul who in-

days. It was a_ story before which
Nan's little tale dwindled into insig-
nificance, and yet the woman who had

| suftered such terrible heart-ache, some-

ho wmanaged tq convey to the listen-
ing girl the sense that all her feelings
ere understood, and the bitterness

habited It, Aunt Dorothea, in her turn, '
| told the romance of her own girlhood's

talking about all this long time?”

Before Nan could answer voices were
heard in the hall, and a moment after,
through the open window, she saw the
curate walk hastily down the garden
path,  Then the room door opened to
admit her. father,

“What 1z it, father"? exclaimed the
mother, for the vicar's face spoke of
unusual happenings,

Then Nan felt again the burden of
her cross, as in happy tones the first
love story of the family was told. She
saw what happiness the revelation had
brought to their hearts. They were
both glad, though a natural regret
dimmed the mother's eye, They had
no thought of excluding Nan from this
discussion. Was she not the natural
helper of them both?

By-and-by Amy sfrayed into the
room, and, instinctively, father and
sister left her alone with the mother,
who, in spite of her helplessness, was
indeed “mother” with all that sacred
name implles. When Douglas came
for his answer an ecstatic time fol-
lowed, during which poor Nan's ar-
mour was penetrated by all sorts of
arrows,

“My word, Nan," cried Fred, com-
ing in one day, with a hop, skip and
a jump. “Such a lark! I ran into the
Summer-house just now, and I'll be
Jiggered if Gray wasn't kissing our
Amy! Oo-00! You should have seen
their faces when they saw me.”

Fred, boy lke, squirmed with de-
light at the uncommon discovery, and
the embarrassment he had caused.

“Nannle,” sald little Flo, for as of
old “little pitchers have long ears,”
“s'ud’'oo 'lke a bld man to kiss ’oo,
tm"'

“Not while I ecan have your kisses,
darling,” said Nan, the sore-hearted.

“It is beautiful to see those two to-
gether,” said Mrd. Coverdale, next day,
next day.

“Nan dear, I'm glad no one has
come yet to waken your heart's love,
for I couldn't spare you.

There was sweet and bitter strange-
1y mingled for Nan in that little
speech,

But Amy’'s bed-time confidences were
hardest of all to bear, for Nan had
filled the place of confident too long
to loge it now., It was rdther bitter
to hear the winsome girlish voice say,
“Dear old Nan, I expect, since you've
never been in love, you can't enter
into it all, and that I'm silly to so
idealize Douglas, but you'll understand
some: day.”

Perhaps, though, the bitterest mo-
ment was when she submitted to re-
celve “a brother's kiss” from Douglas,
“for I feel as if you had always been
my sister; I have never had one, you
know, Nan. 1 may call you ‘Nan’
now, may I not?”

He felt the unresponsiveness of
Nan's somewhat abrupt reply, “Don’t
you think you'd better wait a Dbit,
and takeius ‘on approval’ first, before
adopting the family in this wholesale
fashion?"

It was a heartless little joke, and
Nan went away pained by the puz-
zled look in the eyes she loved, but
she couldn’t help it, really, for she
was but human, and the Valley of
Humiliation is hard to tread.

The time of preparation for the
wedding sped gaily on, for there was
little to walt for. The offer of a com-
fortable living had given Douglas the
riMit to ask for his bride and it was
decided that the wedding should take
place in the following Spring.

It was a hard time for Nan, and
only the quiet hounrs she snatched
from the busy daye to spend with
Aunt Dorothea kept her calm and
steady,

They did not have another long
talk, for some subjects do not bear
too free a dlscussion, but. many a
word of comfort or counsel, indirectly
given, did Nan carry away with her
from that quiet home, Besides, the
sense of relaxation which came with
the presence of the only one who
knew what she was bearing, was very
sweet to her,

And so, at last, the wedding day

‘|'came, and all the village was zay.

The mother's quiet kisg was glven from
her couch of suffering, and Nan de-
termined not to spofl their n-pp,m&m
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“what sacrifice only herself knew.

And then, one day, when she had
thought for a long time that she was
too old for “romancing,” how surpris.
ed she was to find that the legend
about Time haying such power to
heal was, after all, quite true, for
did not her heart thrill with pleasure
when she became aware that Francis
Gordon fought delight in her com-
pany?

How young she began to feel again!
How she blushed to find herself one
day actually studying her wrinkles in
the mirror!

Francls Gordon was a well-known
author, and the son of an old friend
of her father's,. He had come down
to Ingleton for a quiet rest. - Why had
he chosen Ingleton? Nen learned
the secret one glorious moonlight ev-
ening In the old garden.

“For years your father’s letters have
been permeated with the name ‘Nan,’”
sald he. “SBome time ago, when Flo's
engagement was announced, he wrote
my father, ‘So now, dear Nan, after
all her sacrifice and devotion fs left
alone with her old father; she will
not have me, but I fee] it is very
lonely for-her.' When I read that,
dear (for the Ingleton letters were
always passed on to me), I realized
afresh how I wanted you. All these
years I have been so interested in
thoge references to you, I had an
fdea that you'd tire of it all in time,
and strike out for yourself some day,
for in the old times I know you map-
ped out a very different life for your-
gelf. I remember the flash in your
eye as you spoke of the future. But
you kept true to your trust, and in-
stinctively I admired you for it, and
when that letter came, then a deeper
current was touched, and I came to
Ingleton to find you. I know I am
not young, but because my love is the
growth of years, will you not belleve
it all the more true and steady, Nan?”

That was a glorious evening, and
Nan had a rapture all to herself in
the silent night., Now she had an-
other to minister to, and—ah, beautl-
ful, fresh experience—someone to re-
turn  the ministry. What a comfort
to have a strong, irm, human friend
to lean on.

One more glimpse.

Two little ones are playing in the
old garden. The dear old vicar, white-
haired now, and growing very old,
watches them tenderly. The Ilittle
girl has Nan's faithful eye; the boy, |
the pride of his grandfather’'s heart,
is “daddy’s boy.”

From the window where Nan watch-

ed Douglas and Amy with such pain—
how far distant it all seems now!—
“Daddy” raises his eyes from his |
writing, to exchange loving glances |
with the wife he loves so well.

Every week the children pay a lov-
ing visit to the grave of Aunt Doro- |
thea in the old churchyard, The last
time they went little Frank spelt out
the words on the stone which marks |
the spot. |

“Why did you choose that, mother " |
he asked, In his old-fashioned way.
But for answer the mothed only clasp- |
ed cloger the hands of herself and |
tiny Deorothea, and in her eyes was !
the far-distant expression which told
that for a few minutes her heart was
with “dead days beyond recall”—
London 8, 8. Times,

The Warmth of a Snow House.

Usually our snow igloos allowed
each man from eighteen to twenty
inches space in which to lie down,
and just; room enough to stret¢h his
legs well. With our sleeping bags
they were entirely comfortable, no
matter what the weather outside. The
gnow is porous enough to admit of
air cireulation, but even a gale of
wind without would not affect the
temperature within. It is claimed by
the natives that when the wind blows,
a snow house is warmer than in a pe-
riod of still eold. 1 could see no dif-
ference, A new snow igloo is, how-
ever, more comfortabie than one that
has been used, for newly cut gnow
blocks are more porous. In one that
has been used there is always a crust
of ice on the Interior which prevents
a proper circulation of air—Dillon
Wailace, in Quting,

Back On the Farm.
“I Jost this dime when I was a boy,”.
‘said the penurfous millionaire, “Queer,
eh, that I should find it again
all these years?” = e
““Not at all” responded the sarcas-
‘tie friend. “If ‘you'll' pake
those dead leaves I
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It is estimated, says the Amerik
machinist, that 100 pounds of al¢
can be made from one ton of domes ‘
refuse. In a good motor car this quans -
tity of alcohol would develop = 109
horsepower hours--Engineer. = y

“Ralse a drop of water o the "'?"a
of the earth and ralse an atom in
the same proportion, and the atom will
then be in some place between ’
of a marble and a cricket ball” @
sald Lord Kelvin, in trying
to the inerudite world how
things atomiec, oo okl

Paper bricks are used in Berlin '
paving; many telegraph poles are 1
made of rolled sheets of paper;
per coffing are used in some
Some straw hats, into which enters
an atom of sfraw, consist of NACTOW
paper strips dyed® yellow;  arti =
sponges can be made of paper pulp.

According ‘to a contemporary, =
small plece of good emery cloth 18 all
the material necessary to frost an lme &
candescent lamp quickly, but effective- &
ly. Rub the cloth over the entire
lamp with a circular motion. Rabi v
up and down will not produce the best
results. About fifteen minutes' Work
will produce a very good frosting on
ordinary globe.—Engineer. i

ports that he has discovered & spldes =
which practises fishing at times. /Im
shallow places it spins between sto

a two-winged, conical net, on whieiy
it uns in the water and captures smalk
fish, tadpoles, etc. That it under=
stands its work well is shown by the
numerous shrivelled skins of  lttle &
creatures that lie about in the webs
not, ¥

Among lhg’ advancements made dur-.
ing the past year in British commers
clal undertakings in Venezuela, !
Central Railway has slightly extended
its system and electricity has been
partly substituted for steam, The ralls
way to Kl Valle, near Caracas, in which
British interests are involved, has a'so
adopted electric power, and British en-
gineers are at present commencing the
electrification of the Caracas tramy
system.—Eugineer,

Tantalum has been hammered
sheets which are extremely hard. g
William' Crookes, F. R. 8., states that &4
a hole had to be bored through a plate | S
of this metal and & dlamond drill was®
used, revolving at the rate ' of 5000 8
revolutions per minute. This whi

|

{ force was continued ceagelessly

three days and nights, when it Wi
found that only a small dgpressio
0.26 millimetre deep had been drilled
and it was a4 moot point whith had
suffered the more damage—the  dia-
mond or the tantalum.

A Moving kake. \

There are several “foating” {sland
in existence well known to sclentists,
but the only “wandering’ lake we 'V
ever heard of is Lake Nor, in the
Gobl desert, in Asla, which phenonye: »
non Wwas recently fccounted for b
the fact that Tarim , river, entel
the lake from the west, brings dow
during the period of high water lat
in summer a great quantity of salt
which bag the effect of driving the |
lake, lying on the level floor of the -
desert, toward the southeast, But !

the summer wind, drifting the Qi
sand and darkening the heav

with dust, blows generally from i :
northeast, and it, too, tends to d

the lake before it. The toml

fect of the urging My the"‘j!d

the river is to force the lake sou
ward.—Marine Journal, . F

 wasting Time,
A sophisticated m bo felt
sponsible for ‘the ﬂt&ﬁj‘,' her d
ters, sald to one of them:
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